MUSIC    AND    MEMORY

are as may be: both individuals and ages differ in their
tastes. The only time I remember an audience so angry
that it mostly walked out expostulating was when the
Stage Society first produced Tchekov's Cherry Orchard;
yet nowadays they all take it like lambs, and will even
swallow that dismal Seagull. The time may come when
those works of Schonberg's (though it must be remem-
bered that even if good new composers often have a
difficult passage, not every composer, or painter, or
author,   who   has   a   difficult  passage  is   necessarily
destined for later fame) will be whistled in the streets
by errand-boys who have heard them on the wireless,
sandwiched between the Peer Gynt suite  and Harry
Finkel and his band.  Anyhow, I wish I had Hazlitt's
memory for detail and could write about musicians
something like My First Acquaintance with Poets.   To
have seen and talked to so many, and to remember
so little of what they said!  What a pity!  Bernard van
Dieren, who died the other day, had the greatest intel-
lect of all the composers I have known. In his profound
and witty last book, Down Among the Dead Men> he records
immense conversations between himself and Busoni, who
was his intellectual equal and the greatest pianist of
our  time,  in which every word rings true and in
character, and I doubt if he took notes. Yet here am
I, who have had conversations with Van Dieren since
Busoni died, and remember little of them except that
we usually agreed about the good, the beautiful, the
comic, the pretentious and the vulgar, though never will
the power and breeding in his eyes and features depart
from me.
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